CHAPTER 102 


July 29, 2011 


“Sh-Shouldn’t we be looking for information on that kid?” 
“Just keep your eyes closed, will ya?” 


Justin had dragged Chie over to his house, albeit, forcing her to keep her eyes 
closed once they actually got inside. It was her birthday, and while they probably 
should be out looking for whomever this kid was, Justin honestly saw this as a little 
more important. He should probably get his priorities checked in all honesty. 
Stopping a murderer really should take precedence over celebrating your 
girlfriend’s birthday; as much as Justin hated to admit it. But then, he really didn’t 
give a fuck. He held this as something much more important to his heart than trying 
to play detective. 


Justin pulled her inside the house by the hand, dragging her over to the table in the 
kitchen. He had a surprise for her... Other than her birthday gift, | mean. He wasn’t 
even sure if she’d like her gift. He hoped she would; he put a lot of thought into it, 
but he’d understand if it wasn’t really something she’d want to wear. Honestly, you 
had to have a very certain look to pull of wearing those things without looking like a 
complete douche bag. Justin thought she could pull it off; but then beauty was in 
the eye of the beholder. And as far as Justin was concerned, Chie was always 
beautiful. He smiled as he let go of her hand, stopping her as they approached the 
edge of the table, before reaching out to grab one of those annoying birthday 
whistles. It wasn’t a celebration until someone went deaf, after all. 


“Alright, you can open them.” Justin gave Chie the go ahead, enthusiasm in his 
voice. She seemed very much confused prior to opening her eyes. In all honesty, 
she had almost forgotten today was her birthday with all the shit that had been 
going on lately. Like... She knew it was her birthday... She just didn’t assume 
anyone else remembered; least of all Justin since she had never told him it was her 
birthday. Needless to say, she was more than a little surprised when she opened 
her eyes to be greeted by the sight of a steak with a candle in the middle. Justin 
couldn’t really afford a cake; but he did know she loved steak, and steak kind of 
rhymed with cake, so he went ahead and got that instead. He figured it would be 
funny anyway. Justin smirked before blowing on the whistle, the sound of which 
caused Chie to jump slightly. She didn’t expect Justin to have one of those on him, 
that was for sure; and she surely hadn’t considered that Justin would blow on it right 
next to her ear. If she wasn’t so surprised, so excited right about now, she might 
have punched Justin right in his face. God her ear hurt. “Happy Birthday.” Justin 
chuckled as Chie rubbed at her ear a little. 


“H-How’d you know?” Chie questioned, a wide grin sweeping across her face. She 
had never told Justin; and even if she did, she’d hardly expect him to go out of his 
way to do something like this. And for the record, she thought the steak instead of a 
cake was cute. She would have preferred the cake, but hey; she got a good chuckle 
out of seeing a steak with a single lit candle sticking in the center of it. Justin smiled 
at her as he put his whistle down on the table. 


“Well Yukiko told Yu, and Yu told me.” Justin explained concisely. Chie blushed 
Slightly. This was all a little much to take in at once. She was flattered that Justin 
would go out of his way to acknowledge her birthday like this. A simple Happy 
Birthday would suffice; the steak was unnecessary. Nor was the gift that he was 
hiding behind his back at the moment. She didn’t notice that though. “So how old 
are you now anyway?” Justin questioned. He was actually curious; he knew the 
month and day, not the year. 


“Seventeen.” Chie remarked with pride. It wasn’t a sweet sixteen or anything like 
that, but seventeen was still a pretty big deal. Justin’s smile subsided for only a 
moment. He had not expected that. He thought she would be turning sixteen in all 
honesty. It was a bit strange knowing that Chie was almost a full year older than 
him. Not that it really bothered him or anything; it just struck him as a bit funny for 
some reason. 


“Lucky you. You’ve only got one more year before these become legal.” Justin 
remarked, picking up a pack of cigarettes he had hanging on the table. Chie shook 
her head slightly. She really wasn’t a fan of Justin smoking; after all, smoking kills. 
But it was something he did to calm himself down, and on that level, Chie could 
understand. Everyone had something they did when they got anxious; it just so 
happened that Justin’s nervous habit could kill him. Justin noticed the slightly cold 
stare Chie was giving him as he lifted up the cigarettes, and quickly put them back 
down, nervously trying to change the subject. “I-| couldn’t really afford a cake... | 
hope this is alright.” Justin apologized slightly. Chie shook her head, dismissing her 
concerns over Justin smoking for the time being. 


“It’s perfect.” She replied, blushing hard. It didn’t need to be a cake; it was the 
thought that count after all. And she could honestly say there was a lot more 
thought put into getting her a steak than in getting a cake. And Justin didn’t even 
need to do that. The only way this could get better was if Justin put frosting on the 
steak. It would be inedible; but hilarious as fuck. Justin smiled, pleased with her 
reassurance that the steak was actually a good thing. 


“Well? Going to make a birthday wish?” Justin remarked, gesturing towards the 
candle with a shrug of his head. Chie made a slight grunt of surprise, having 
completely forgotten all about the dancing flame atop the candle wick. She still had 
to blow that thing out. She stared at it for a while, contemplating what to wish for... 
She thought long and hard about what she could want, yet she couldn’t think of a 


thing. She had her friends, she had the power to protect her friends, she had 
Justin... What else could she want? So what did she wish for when she blew out the 
candle? For things to never change. 


Justin smiled at her as she backed away from the now smoking wick, slowly slipping 
his hand out from behind his back. It was amazing she hadn’t managed to see the 
box he was holding from behind his spine; it was a small one, but still. You’d think 
the position of his arm would have given it away. Still, he slowly slipped the box out 
from the cover of his behind, extending it out towards Chie, a wide grin on his face 
the whole time. Chie recoiled in slight surprise, her mouth forming a slight o shape 
as she saw the package in Justin’s hand. “H-huh? For me?” Chie questioned. 


“No, | just felt like showing you a box wrapped in wrapping paper. Of course it is.” 
Justin remarked sarcastically, but sweetly at the same time. Chie hesitated to reach 
her hand out to grab the box. In all honesty, she wasn’t sure if she really wanted the 
gift. It was no doubt very nice; but Justin had already done so much for her that she 
just didn’t feel right snatching the present out of his hand. It would please her to no 
end to see what wondrous gift Justin had painstakingly picked out; but she almost 
felt bad that he had thrown money into getting her anything. She blushed slightly as 
she slowly gripped the present between her fingers, withdrawing her hand as she 
brought it close to her torso, slowly and delicately unwrapping it; keeping the paper 
very much intact as she removed the box it held from its confines. Justin would 

have just ripped that shit apart, but it seemed Chie treasured that paper just as 
much as the gift it held. Inside the wrapping paper was a small white box; and 
inside that? 


Two dog tags wrapped along a fanciful chain; one with Chie’s name, one with 
Justin’s. She was surprised at first, though very much overcome with joy. She knew 
Justin wore dog tags with his and Maya’s names on it. She stared up from the box to 
stare at Justin, a wide grin on both of their faces. Justin was fiddling with the dog 
tags along his chain; specifically the new one that had Chie’s name on it. Chie’s 
eyes watered slightly as she embraced Justin, a tight grip along his back as the two 
hugged each other. “This is the best gift I’ve ever gotten.” Chie choked up over the 
pure joy clogging her throat. 


“Happy Birthday, Satonaka.” Justin whispered into her ear, as he closed his eyes, 
absorbed in tight embrace he now found himself in. He never wanted to let go; and 
given how happy Chie seemed right now, he damn well might not have to. At least, 
that’s what he thought until his phone went off. Justin opened his eyes, frowning a 
but as the hunk of plastic in his pocket vibrated. If it were up to him, he’d just let it 
keep ringing; but he knew it was probably important. He sighed as he let loose his 
grip on Chie, who had been blushing profusely as he let go of her, to stick his hand 
in his pocket and answer the phone. “Hello.” 


Justin? It’s Yu. I’ve got the information we need. We’re all meeting up in the 
television. 


Justin sighed as the words left Yu’s mouth. It seemed like this party was going to be 
cut short. He looked at Chie, disappointment in his eyes. She was slipping the chain 
over her neck at the moment, and she seemed absolutely thrilled. Justin wanted it 
to stay that way; he wanted her to remember her birthday because it was special, 
not because she was chasing after a murderer. “Alright... |... | guess we’ll meet you 
there.” 


Hey can you do me a favor? Maya and Yosuke aren't picking up their phones. Could 
you grab them on your way over? 


“Yeah... Yeah... I'll do that... I’ll see you soon.” Justin sighed as he hung up the 
phone. Chie passed him a glance of confusion and concern, clearly able to tell 
something was bothering Justin. He looked like he was damn near going to cry at 
any second. “Yu got the information we need... we have to get going...” Justin 
huffed as he slid the phone into his pocket. “Sorry we have to cut this short...” Chie 
stared at him with a concerned expression on her face for a moment before smiling, 
much to Justin’s surprise. She closed the distance between her and him before 
leaning up and kissing him on the cheek. 


“Don't be. It was perfect.” Chie smiled up at him, grabbing him by the hands, 
before tugging at him slightly to nudge him out the door. 


“Crap... I’m not getting any reception...” 


Maya and Yosuke were searching around the shopping district at the moment; doing 
one last sweep for anyone they might have missed that could point them in the 
right direction. They weren’t having much luck though. Maya had tried to ring up 
Justin to see if he was having any luck finding anything, but alas, it seemed their 
reception had just dropped completely off the map. Which was strange, considering 
she had been able to get reception here before. She sighed as she slid her phone 
back into her pocket, giving up in trying to get in touch with Justin. She’d have to 
wait to find out what he knew apparently. 


Yosuke was fidgeting about slightly as the two walked about the somewhat empty 
streets. For summer vacation, it seemed not many people had been out and about. 
He took a deep breath as he dug around in his pocket, gripping at the tickets in his 
pockets. The movie he had intended to ask her too was starting in a couple of 
hours. He had meant to ask her earlier, but with the search for this guy and 
everything, he hadn’t found the time. Alas, he didn’t have much more time to ask 
her; it was now or never. 


“H-Hey Maya. You have a second?” Yosuke asked, his cheeks slightly red. He was 
almost afraid to ask; he didn’t want this to interfere with their friendship if it went 
horribly wrong. Though he did suppose he could just pass it off as a friendly hang 
out session, not so much a date. Maya looked up an expression of interest on her 
face. Well of course she had a second; she had been with Yosuke for the last few 
hours today alone. She moved some stray hairs out from her face as Yosuke stared 
at her, trying desperately to hide his red hot cheeks. 


“I’m here, aren’t |?” Maya remarked sarcastically, chuckling slightly at her own joke. 
Yosuke chuckled too, but more in that ‘oh everyone else is laughing, shit | better 
too,’ kind of chuckle. Even just getting her attention was apparently going horribly. 
He rubbed at the back of his head for a moment, trying to choose his next words 
carefully. He didn’t exactly have the home field advantage right about now; he 
needed to choose his words perfectly otherwise he might as well just walk away 
right now. 


“| was wondering... Uh... I-If you’re not doing anything, would you-“ 


“Yosuke, Maya!” Justin called out, cutting Yosuke off midway through his proposal to 
go to the movies. Yosuke stood there, his jaw slightly ajar as Maya turned her gaze 
over to Justin and Chie making their way over, Justin waving one of his hands to get 
their attention. Yosuke closed his jaw before averting his gaze, staring at the ground 
below him with disappointed eyes. They just had to interrupt him when he was 
going to pop the question. 


“Oh hey Justin. | was trying to call you, but I’m not getting any reception.” Maya 
tried to explain as Justin came to a full stop in front of her and Yosuke. He nodded in 
slight acknowledgement, satisfied with the explanation as to why they weren’t 
picking up their phones. He would like to get this done as quickly as possible after 
all, so he could try to spend the rest of the day celebrating Chie’s birthday the way 
they were supposed to. Maya and Yosuke weren’t making that easy by not picking 
up their damn phones. 


“Yu apparently got the scoop on this guy; we’re all heading inside the television.” 
Justin remarked, thrusting his thumb over his shoulder as though to gesture the two 
to come with them. Maya smiled with excitement; she was more than pleased to 
see that this whole murder case might be drawing to an end soon. Yosuke, not so 
much. He had immediately understood the implications. If Yu Knew anything about 
this guy that would help Rise find him, they were going to be in there for a while 
today. And that meant no movies. 


“Really? Cool, let’s go.” Maya remarked, cheer in her voice as the three of them 
marched off, leaving Yosuke behind for a moment. He stared at the back of Justin, 
Chie, and Maya’s heads, somewhat flabbergasted at his shitty ass luck. Yosuke dug 
around in his pocket to grab the tickets, as though he wanted to make absolutely 
sure he had just been fucked over by Yu just now. Sure enough, the day for the 


movies were today. And no, the tickets were not refundable. Yosuke crushed the 
tickets up, anger and annoyance sweeping across his face before throwing the 
crumpled pieces down on the ground. 


“Goddammit!” 


“This is the guy. His name’s Mitsuo Kubo.” 


Yu passed around a picture he had managed to get of the boy from his yearbook. 
Justin was actually a bit surprised he had managed to get a picture of the guy; he 
was one hell of a detective apparently. Justin stared at the photo for a moment; it 
was definitely their guy. He had this blank expression on his face though, as though 
he didn’t feel a damn thing as the camera was pointed at him. He briefly wondered 
if he had to pose like that for his yearbook photo or what before passing it off to 
Yosuke, who for some reason or another had been pissed off the entire way into the 
television. 


“That's him all right... It's definitely the guy on the Midnight Channel! It's settled, 
then. He is the killer... and he's in here now!” Yosuke shouted, pointing fingers 
already. It was clear that he just wanted this shit to be over with and stop 
interfering with his life. Justin glared at him slightly, annoyed that he was already 
jumping the gun again. They weren’t going to sentence a guy to life in jail just 
because they were getting impatient. They needed evidence first. 


“We don’t know that yet.” Justin clarified, trying to calm Yosuke down. There wasn’t 
ANY proof that this guy was a killer, only that he could get through the television, 
and for whatever reason, he was daring the audience to try and follow him. At least; 
that’s what it seemed at first. Somehow looking at this photo, hearing that name... 
A lot of bells were being rung. And most of them weren’t singing the most pleasant 
songs. Rise’s pupils dilated a bit once she got a better look at the photo being 
passed around. 


“This guy came to our shop before... Was he... spying on me...? Oh my God... | 
really was being targeted...” Rise mused aloud; shocked by the picture she was 
looking at. Justin’s eyebrows raised. This would have been really useful information 
earlier, and she had to have recognized this guy the first time she saw him. The 
picture came in crystal clear, after all. Justin would tell you something; that was a 
LOT more suspicious. They could put him at the scene of one of the kidnappings 
now. 


“Dammit! Frickin' punk!” Kanji snarled, ranting and raving once again about how 
much he hated the killer. As if the rest of the gang didn’t know that already. 


“Hey, I've seen him before too... Hmm... Oh, now | remember! Yukiko, it's that one 
guy!” Chie declared after examining the photo for a while. This had been bugging 


her for the last few days, but after staring at the photo for a while, it seemed she 
could remember it crystal clear; as if just looking at the photo was enough to spark 
her memory. But that didn’t matter; she remembered now, and let me tell you 
something... Any doubts she had about this guy being the killer were gone now. 
Yukiko still didn’t remember though; nor Justin, but he’d figure it out soon enough. 


“That one guy...? Yukiko questioned. She really needed Chie to be more specific. 
She could think of a lot of guys. 


“Back in April, remember!? He suddenly came and started hitting on you!” Chie 
explained, a little annoyed that Yukiko didn’t remember a thing about this guy. 
Justin did now that Chie was more specific, if the coughing fit he had right now was 
any indicator. Yeah he remembered that guy well enough. He was one creepy 
motherfucker, and it didn’t seem like he left Yukiko on good terms that day. So now 
he had met TWO of the kidnapping victims- no wait scratch that: THREE. Justin was 
the one who had scared him off, so he already had a motive from that angle. This 
guy had a motive for everyone who recognized him so far, and they could place him 
at the scene. Justin was finding it hard to find more damning proof than that short of 
a bloody knife. 


“Oh, him! The dude who got served by Yukiko in front of the school! Man, Chie, 
how'd you remember something like that!?” Yosuke asked Chie. He didn’t even 
remember much about that day, and he was the one who had damn near lost both 
his testicles that day. Chie scratched at her head slightly; she would have thought it 
would be obvious. After all, let’s face it; Chie was obsessed with protecting Yukiko, 
especially back then. She’d even admit it. 


“Well, that was the first time he talked to her, but | remember he was always 
following her around.” Chie explained. She had seen him around before, watching 
from a distance; though she didn’t really make the connection until later. She 
thought maybe he had just been watching people walk by, or something had caught 
his eyes; not that he had any romantic intent. Now he just looked like some creepy 
stalker. Yu groaned slightly, perhaps a bit annoyed by the thought that there was a 
guy out there that had been gunning for his woman... Even though that was long 
before him and Yukiko really became a thing. And even then, they weren’t really a 
thing quite yet; they both liked each other, but they’ve never really done anything a 
couple would... Mostly because they weren’t sure what couples DID do. 


“Um... Sorry, who are we talking about?” Yukiko questioned again. She still had no 
idea who this was, and despite Chie’s clarification, she still felt like her question had 
gone completely unanswered. 


“The dude who came right up to you at the school gates and called you Yuki!” 
Yosuke shouted at her, annoyed that Yukiko kept asking the same question. They 
couldn’t get any more specific than they already had; she should have remembered 
by now. Apparently the keyword to spark her memory was ‘Yuki.’ As though that 


nickname was memorable enough that she would instantly recognize it, but not 
memorable enough that she knew who had said it; only that she wasn’t a fan of it. 


“Ohhhh... Uhh... Really?” Yukiko remarked, believing she remembered him, but not 
so Sure if they were thinking of the same guy. At this point everyone had sort of 
given up on trying to get Yukiko to remember. They remembered who he was and 
what he did, and that was more than enough. 


“Wait, did he kidnap Yukiko to get back at her for rejecting him!?” Chie snarled, 
very much pissed off that someone had tried to seriously hurt Yukiko just for saying 
‘no.’ Before she wasn’t even sure this guy had done anything, but she was more 
than convinced now. And she intended to kick his ass. 


“Um... | didn't really reject him...” Yukiko interjected, trying to disprove Chie’s 
perception of what had happened. Clearly Yukiko was the one with the twisted 
perception of reality; the one who didn’t really understand what had happened. She 
rejected that guy so hard; it had actually managed to bruise his ego. Perhaps even 
physically too; who know. Yukiko could deliver one hell of a burn when she tried to. 
Justin groaned slightly before speaking up on the matter himself. 


“It would certainly explain why | got kidnapped. | was the one who scared him off if | 
recall correctly.” Justin theorized aloud. He had clearly pissed this kid off; so now he 
had reason to want to get rid of Justin. Every second this guy was looking more and 
more like their man. Rise nodded slightly, trying to get people’s attention. She 
didn’t know about what happened with Yukiko, but she was seeing a potential 
motive in her case now. 


“He came up to me while | was busy working and asked, "Don't the biker gangs 
bother you?" Just going on and on about how biker gangs can't do anything unless 
they're in a pack and stuff... He seemed to be the type who just keeps talking, 
whether you like it or not... if that make sense... | usually treat those people politely 
so they don't get offended, but | was so tired that | kinda ignored him. Was that why 
| was kidnapped...?” Rise mused aloud. Mark that down as three for three on the 
motivation. | mean, this kid didn’t seem like he handled rejection too well, and 
being rejected by a celebrity when he was most likely trying to just be friendly...? 
Yeah, that probably didn’t settle to well with him. AND he hated biker gangs, which 
brings us back to Kanji and that completely inaccurate news report that labeled him 
as a biker. 


“Huh...? Wait, I'm not a biker! Ugh... That damn special report... So that's why | got 
dragged into this.” Kanji continued to add onto the pile of evidence. It was stacked 
very high at this point. Hell, Justin didn’t really think they needed anymore evidence 
than this, but it seemed the investigation team begged to differ. They just kept on 
coming up with motives and ways they could place Mitsuo at the scenes of these 
crimes. And the pile kept getting bigger and bigger down the line. 


“You know, | heard he'd been saying stuff about that announcer's affair, too. Lots of 
muttering about how women who cheat on their husbands should be executed.” 
Chie continued. And that was pretty much that. They had a motive for every last 
person who was kidnapped. It was over; the guy was through. They just needed to 
catch him now. 


“Sounds like it's all coming together... Well, it's time for a showdown! Can you tell 
where this Mitsuo guy's at?” Yosuke questioned, turning his attention to Rise. It 
seemed like they had more than enough information to track this guy down now, 
right? They had his appearance, they had some elements of his personality, and 
they knew he pretty much hated everything. Rise nodded slightly, scanning the 
world with the new information she had found. It only took a few seconds for her to 
locate their target. 


“_..Yeah, | found him! He's that way.” Rise remarked, pointing off in the general 
direction of Mitsuo. 


“Alright, let's go! We're so close to the killer... We can't lose him now!” Chie 
announced, as the majority of the group ran off in that direction... Maya included. 
Justin stopped once he noticed Maya trying to follow them. He had let her in the 
television for a moment because they were discussing what they had found out; he 
never said she could come with them when they went to fight Mitsuo. He held out 
his arm to cut Maya’s path off, much to her disappointment. She knew what he was 
trying to do. 


“Maya...” Justin spoke down to her like she was a child. She felt kind of bad, but she 
couldn’t just stand by while everyone else put themselves in harm’s way. Besides, 
she could help. She could heal them, and she DID know how to fight, even if she 
didn’t have weapons like the majority of the group. “Turn around...” Justin 
continued, keeping his orders brief, but also very condescending. And that pissed 
Maya off a bit. 


“But | can help! I'll be fine, really!” Maya pleaded with him; as though his opinion 
should even matter. All she had to do was out run him, right? Justin shook his head, 
a disapproving expression on his face. He was getting a little sick of Maya trying to 
push through regardless of how much he told her to stay behind; to stay safe. And 
Maya could tell that her pleading wasn’t really getting through. So she would need 
to try something else. “I can defend myself you know. You realize how many legs 
I’ve broken?” Maya tried to boast, hoping her combat abilities would prove a 
sufficient explanation. She convinently decided to leave out the fact that one of 
those legs were Yosuke’s. 


“Maya... Stop. I’m not letting you get put into harm’s way again. We'll be alright, 
but you need to-“ 


“Is what happened last time what you consider alright!?” Maya shouted, 
interrupting Justin’s attempt at getting her to go back home. Justin froze almost 
immediately. He hadn’t expected Maya to get so angry, nor to bring up something 
like that; something she knew hurt him very bad whenever he thought of it. “You 
remember what happened to Chie, huh!? What happens if it happened again this 
time!? You think it’s just going to be a broken rib again!? It’s not, Justin! She’s going 
to get seriously hurt, and it’ll be all your fault!” 


Maya was huffing out in anger as she finished shouting at Justin trying to convince 
him to let her go. It took her a while before she realized what she had said to him, 
letting go of the anger she was gripping on so tightly in her chest. She had never 
seen a more pain filled expression in Justin’s face. This was a sensitive topic with 
him, and she had outright shoved it down his throat and ripped his heart out in its 
place. He looked like his heart had outright stopped, like his eyes were about to 
flood with tears. And she felt god awful. She wanted to help; not break Justin’s spirit. 
“\..L..l’m sorry, | didn’t mean.” 


Justin didn’t even say anything; he just turned around and walked away. Not a word 
more was spoken by him to tell her to tell around, nor to say she could come along. 
He didn’t care what she did anymore. She could stand here and rot for all he cared 
right now. She hurt him. She hurt him really bad. Yet he couldn’t find a single word 
to say to here. So he left. Maya watched from a distance, pain in her eyes as she 
saw him walk away. She went way too far and she knew it. And for a moment, she 
even had to contemplate following him. He probably didn’t want to see her right 
now; not after she had pretty much just taken a shit all over his worries and pain. 
But she did anyway, following from quite a far distance back, hanging her head with 
shame. 


“What is this...? Some kinda game?” 


The group had eventually made their way to the spot Rise had claimed she found 
Mitsuo at; and what an interesting spot it was. Everything was pixely and blocked; 
what appeared to be low resolution textures were spread underneath their feet. By 
all accounts it did in fact look like a game. A very old one too. Justin looked around 
with slight amazement. Even in all the grief Maya had just caused him, he couldn’t 
help but find himself awestruck. This was like every gamer’s wet dream; and Justin 
just so happened to be a gamer. He was okay with this place; that was for sure. He 
just wondered what else about this place was like a game; if anything at all. 


“Holy crap...” Justin remarked to himself as he took in the sights. He was absolutely 
fascinated. Hell, pretty much all the guys were. Justin was surprised Chie wasn’t as 
fascinated by this place as the rest of them were; she was probably more of a 
gamer than half of them anyway. Really, the only girl who seemed mildly interested 
was Maya; and even then she had much more on her mind than this strange new 


world she had discovered. She sighed slightly as she stared at Justin. He seemed 
interested in this world Mitsuo’s heart had thought up, but you could still tell by the 
expression on his face that he was sincerely hurt. 


“Well, he did taunt us, saying "Try and catch me"... | guess he thinks of all this as a 
game.” Yosuke replied after a short moment of taking in the sights. This was no 
game, but in all honesty, he was curious what else this guy had a managed to think 
up. Or if conventional gaming knowledge applied here. You know; power-ups, cheat 
codes, the works. Because that would be pretty damn useful for trying to catch this 
guy. And who wouldn’t want extra lives? Chie didn’t share Yosuke’s enthrallment 
with this world however. She just seemed pissed that it DID look like a game. 


“Ohhh, this pisses me off! | hereby sentence him to a hundred kicks to the face! 
Let's go!” Chie declared aggressively, very much annoyed that this guy thought of 
his killing spree as a game. People had gotten hurt, people were dead. This was no 
game. And to think that’s all this was to the killer, that he was destroying lives just 
for his sick kicks... She was going to beat the ever loving crap out of this scumbag; 
that much she was positive of. 


“Man, this is old school.” Yu remarked. Admittedly, of all the games this guy’s heart 
could have chosen to imitate, he picked some pretty classic stuff. Everything looked 
8-bit; everything was pixilated and rough around the edges. Old school was 
certainly an adequate word for it. Now Justin just wondered what game Mitsuo was 
trying to copy here; if any at all. After all, if this WAS based on an existing game, 
and it had been a game Justin played... Well, he’d know the secrets to success, 
right? Yosuke chuckled with slight agreement. This just MIGHT make up for Yu 
dragging him away from his affairs with Maya. After all, he could always ask again 
sometime later... So long as his wallet held out anyway. 


“Gotta admit... All guys love games.” Yosuke remarked, a wide grin on his face. 
That was completely untrue, yet not completely wrong. Most guys certainly liked at 
least ONE video game, and Mitsuo was clearly not the exception. Justin shrugged 
slightly as he pushed on ahead with the rest of the group, eager to get started on 
their adventure. 


“And all girls love Teddie!” Ted remarked pervetedly, much to no one’s surprise. 
Justin sighed as they continued to push forward; Maya trying to get his attention the 
entire time to apologize. He never did turn around to acknowledge her. 


“Justin... C’mon, stop...” 


It had been a long day in the television world, and the investigation team had made 
quite a bit of progress. But alas, the day had ended and everyone had gone home... 
Justin and Maya included. And given the tension between them at the moment... 


Well that was awkward to say the least. Maya had been begging Justin to stop 
annoying her. She was sorry, she really was. She didn’t mean to say anything like 
that, she just got angry. Justin didn’t care if she was sorry though. She had meant 
what she said; even if she didn’t know it. She wouldn’t have said, wouldn’t have 
thought of it if she didn’t think that in some capacity. 


Maya sighed as Justin climbed the stairs, his feet crushing against the staircase 
loudly as he ascended to his room, slamming the door behind him. She hated 
seeing him like that; and it was all her fault again. She had hurt him so much in the 
past that this struck deeply at her heart. It seemed like everytime she did anything 
she had managed to hurt Justin more... And when that happened she started to 
think of running again. To leave it all behind. A lot more dangerous of a thought 
than you would think. You see; Maya never defeated her shadow, but that didn’t 
mean it couldn’t come back. And she knew it; she got her power by suppressing her 
emotions, keeping them under control. When she started having these regrets 
about what had happened that day again... She was giving her shadow the 
opportunity to return. 


She sighed as she walked around the house, getting prepared to try and sleep her 
woes away. She hoped that time would heal all wounds; that Justin would forgive 
her come the morning. But she wasn’t holding her breath. All she knew was she 
wanted to sleep, not live through this agonizing pain of Justin forsaking her for 
words that should never have been spoken. She couldn’t help but grimace as she 
made her way into the kitchen, looking for something to eat before she went to bed. 
There on the kitchen table was a steak with a candle in it. Maya didn’t know it was 
Chie’s birthday of course; but she could put two and two together. This whole case 
had dragged Justin away from celebrating a very special day for him... pulling him 
away from someone he loved. And it just made her feel like shit knowing that he 
loved her as much as he did. Not because she had always wanted that love from 
Justin; but because she had used it against him. She had used it to hurt him for her 
own purposes... and it fucking worked. He wouldn’t even look her in the eye 
anymore. 


Maya stared at the steak for a moment longer before turning around and jumping 
on the couch. She didn’t even care about eating anymore; she had lost her appetite 
the second she realized just what a terrible thing she had done. She just wanted to 
sleep it away, forget what had happened today... and hope that Justin did the same. 
She stared at the ceiling for what felt like hours before she eventually felt her eye 
lids grow heavy with drowsiness. After all, it’s hard to sleep with a guilty conscience. 


“I can help... What a loada shit...” She whispered to herself before finally falling fast 
asleep. 


She had nightmares the whole night through. 


